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uncertain abput my statement.   I was half afraid
it would turn out after all to be another Neuve
Chapelle and subsequent reports only too plainly
indicated that my fears were not quite imaginary.
That day, under the guidance of two of my Mormon
friends  of  the Scandinavian,  I  formed a  closer
acquaintance with  their splendid city and still
closer with the life and work of its great Founder,
Brigham Young.   Here was a man after my own
heart!    A virile, clear-seeing soul who had the
intellect and imagination to see visions and the will
and energy to realise them.  As the story goes, one
day Brigham fell into a soft slumber and fancied he
was borne by invisible hands to the top of a moun-
tain-pass  overlooking  a  beautiful  valley  almost
wholly enclosed by a vast circle of mountains with
an extensive lake in the far distance.  And while he
was gazing lost in wonder at the sublime panorama,
there arose before his enchanted gaze a vision-city
with a magnificent temple of God in the centre and
big roads and fine buildings all around.   When he
described his dream to his companions and talked
seriously of realising it, they laughed it out and
called-it a case of simple hallucination and advised
him to think no more of it.    But the dream or
hallucination, or whatever else it was, haunted him
night and day and he could neither rest nor possess
his sbul in peace till he had gathered round him a
band of his sturdiest followers and led them out in
quest of the Beautiful Valley to build in it the City
of his Vision.   After a thousand miles' march of
incredible hardships and heroic endurance extending